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I said that all, with one exception, belong to
the newest literary generation. That excep-
tion is important, for it is Dr. Todhunter, who
has just published a shilling edition of his
book of Irish poems, and so concerns us more
than all the others. If we do not take care of
our own singers, who will? The book is called
tfhe Banshee and is sold by Sealy, Bryers &
Walker, Middle Abbey Street, Dublin. I need
not say much now about it, for it was reviewed
enthusiastically and fully by all the Irish-
American papers on its first appearance a
couple of years ago. In it Dr. Todhunter fol-
lows in the footsteps of Sir Samuel Ferguson
and gives us simple and stately versions of
The Children of Lir and Sons of Turann.
There is no better way of getting a knowledge
of two of the most lovely of all the old Irish
stories than from this book. May many fol-
low in the road Dr. Todhunter has chosen. It
leads where there is no lack of subjects, for the
literature of Ireland is still young, and on all
sides of this road is Celtic tradition and Celtic
passion crying for singers to give them voice*
England is old and her poets must scrape up
the crumbs of an almost finished banquet, but
Ireland has still full tables.
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